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hoped that God would preserve the brave gentle-
man (meaning your dear father) in safety. It
blew a storm, and snowed very fast. I was
perishing with cold by the time we got to shore,
distracted with apprehensions-, and hardly able to
keep my poor little Nancy at my breast. An
officer of the regiment attended to protect me;
with whom,, Sally, and our man-servant, I landed
at Kinsale. From the landing-place to the prin-
cipal inn we had a dreadful walk, the snow being*
mid-leg deep; and my poor babe cried so bitterly,
I was forced to carry her myself, though fatigue,,
cold, and anguish, had rendered me almost unable
to support my own weight. Behold me now at
Kinsale, among perfect strangers, and in a country
equally strange, and my mind distracted by your
father's perilous situation. Yet be assured, my
dear children, I did not so lose myself in sorrow,
as to forget tlfe many mercies the Almighty had
shown him in the greatest dangers; and the re-
flection in whose hands he was, enabled me to
get through this weary day with more composure
than, on the retrospect, I can scarce think was
possible, but for that support, which I trust
throughout life the Almighty will bestow on ye,
my dear children, and which He graciously pro-
mises to all who implore his assistance and protec-
tion : * Seek and ye shall find; knock and it shall
be opened unto you.' Surely no one can resist